ACT I                THE    SACRED    FLAME                  243

STELLA: [Very earnestly^ Then let's take what comfort we
can In the great joy we've had in one another in the days
when you were well and strong. I shall always be
grateful for the happiness you gave me and for your love,
your great love.

MAURICE: Do you think that's changed? No. I love you as
deeply^ as devotedly as I ever did. Fm not often silly and
sentimental, am I, Stella?

STELLA: \With a little smile,} Is it so silly to be sentimental?
No, you're not often.

MAURICE: You're everything in the world to me, Stella.
People have been most awfully kind to me, and it's not
till you're crocked up as I am that you find out how kind
people are. They've been simply topping. But there's
not one of them that I wouldn't see in hell if it would
save you from unhappiness or trouble.

STELLA: [In a lighter tone, going back to her chaffing way with
Mm.} Well, I wouldn't tell them if I were you. I don't
believe they'd awfully like it.

MAURICE: [With a smile} I ought to be frightened because
I'm so dependent on you, but I'm not because I know,
not just with my mind or my heart, but with every nerve
in me, with every little feeling and every pain, how good
you are.

STELLA: [Trying to take his speech lightly.} Now, darling, you
really are exaggerating. If you go on like this I shall send
you to bed.

MAURICE: My precious. You can laugh at me, but I see the
tears in your lovely eyes.

STELLA: {With sudden emotion} Maurice, Fm a very weak, a
very imperfect, and a very sinful woman.

MAURICE: [Suddenly changing, but still with the greatest affection^
Come down to earth, you silly little ass.

STELLA: [Unable not to feel a trifle anxious} Why are you
saying all this to me just to-night?